Lord Andrea Dona's orders, you cannot be indifferent to the cordiality
with which he welcomes you."
"Your Highness already knows that it is not my intention to
continue in this service."
There was angry dismay in Gianettino's big round face. But the
Prince forestalled any integration of his. "I still hope that you will
change your mind, and I look to Messer Gianeltino to assist me in
persuading you.** He turned to Gianettino with a laugh that took
some of the sting out of his words. "'Faith, sir, there are obstacles to
an accord for which I think that your family must take some blame.
You'll need patience to overcome them.'*
Prospero looked for an outburst from the Genoese.   Instead, he
seemed almost false to his arrogant nature.   "Alas!  Am I not aware
of it?  I bring not only patience, but penitence, Ser Prospero."
"You hear!" said Orange, encouragingly.
Prospero heard, but waited to hear more, and Gianettino scarcely
paused. "You must perceive, Ser Prospero, that things have changed
since . . .'*
He hesitated, and Prospero was quick to supply the sequel. "Since
your cousin chained me to an oar, you would say; or since ht*pro-
posed to deliver me up to the Papal Justiciar in the hope to see me
hanged; or since the Lord Andrea broke faitb with me and drove my
father from the ducal office, so as to replace him by a creature of his
own."
Gianettino's colour darkened, there was a scowl on his black
brows. The Viceroy was distressed, and looked it. He fetched a sigh,
and shook his golden head. "My dear Prospero, as things are now
what good can come of these recriminations ?"
"Your Highness thinks that I should turn the other cheek?'*
"That is not apt. Ser Gianettino's hand is not raised to strike.  It
is offered in reconciliation."
"And it is not empty," Gianettino made haste to assert. "I come
as an ambassador of peace. Freely we acknowledge the errors of the
past. But if looked at squarely, it will be seen that in all that has
occurred to embitter you against the Lord Andrea, the service of the
State has been his only guide. He betrayed you, you say. But is it
not, rather, that he was, himself, betrayed? In single-minded patriot-
ism it is difficult not to do hurt to some. In your patriotism, Ser
Prospero, you should recognize it."
*"No doubt I lack the Doria high-mindedness."
"Or faith in our present good intentions."
"Or that."
"Yet I bring some proof of them. There is the matter of Dragut,
who was your prisoner."
"Appropriated by the Lord Andrea out of a patriotism which has
not prevented him from selling Dragut to Kheyr-ed-Din for three
thousand ducats. We've heard, you see, of that transaction.*'
But now Gianettino laughed. tfcl wish it were as easy to show the
groundlessness of your mistrust in all the rest. That three thousand
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